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HE most wonderful discovery of modern times is that made 
recently by Zhe Shoe and Leather Reporter that no brass 
band can play as many airs as a drum major can put on. 
* * * 


ON’T Mr. DANA come out and tell us whether he really 
wants ARTHUR or BLAINE? It’s clear he’s not for any 
Democrat. 
* * 
T is said that Mr. BEECHER, we mean the Reverend HENRY 
WarD BEECHER, is to head the delegation from this State 
to the Republican Convention at Chicago. Is he to reiterate his 
Cooper Institute free trade speech for the edification of pro- 
tectionist Republican brethren ? 
* * * 
SEE that Mr. TILDEN has declined to run for President 
because he is seventy years old. Permit me to observe 
that that is not my reason for not running. Do you not think the 
weather remarkably cold ?”—Roscoe. 
* * “ 


6¢ 


Y cable the Western Hemisphere was again informed several 
days ago that Emperor WILLIAM washoarse. This, in ad- 
dition to the Cincinnati riots, made the misery of the American 
people complete. Providence was merciful, however, and a later 
dispatch brought the cheering news that he had tied a red flannel 
poultice around his imperial throat, and would be better unless 
his condition remained the same or changed for the worse. It is 
gratifying, by-the-way, to know that in view of the great demand 
for daily bulletins regarding the dyspepsia of Prince BISMARCK, 
the bone felon troubling the Duke ALExIs, the sprain which the 
youngest son of Emperor JOSEPH suffered last week while skating, 
together with the minute history of MARY ANDERSON’s life in 
London, there are to be three new cables laid. 


x * * 


R. E. L. CUSHING has been secured as Pitcher for 
the Milwaukee Base-Ball Club at a salary of $3,000. 
Ha! Now how do the maligners of Harvard feel ?’—Z/iott, 


écé 











HERE seems to linger in the Western mind a fond remem. 

brance of the days of the Vigilance Committee in Cali- 
fornia ; the days when the strong and honest men of a young and 
lawless community took the law into their own hands, and in the 
name of Judge Lynch stamped out crime by giving the criminal 
short shrift and an equally short rope. This may have been the 
only practical method of eradicating crime in a new country, 
which by accidental circumstances was suddenly filled by desper- 
ate characters, before the usual machinery of the criminal law 
had been set up; but in Cincinnati, where such terrible events 
have taken place, how different are the circumstances. There, 
by the neglect of the community, the machinery had been allowed 
to grow rusty, so that criminals went unwhipped of justice, 
There. was, of course, much public indignation, and a great meet- 
ing was called by ‘‘ influential citizens.” The public mind was 
in so inflamed a state, that the great hall was a storehouse of the 
most dangerous elements. 

If the laws had not been properly executed, it was the fault of 
the people of Cincinnati; for from them the jurors came and 
from them the court officials derived their power. But the mob 
rushed at the jail, filled with those awaiting trial, as if it were 
the Bastile crammed with the victims of Jettres de cachet, 
Baulked of their purposes, they attacked the Court House and 
destroyed the public records upon which their and their children’s 
property rested. 

There certainly should be a happy mean between burning 
down a court house because a jury does not bring in a satisfactory 
verdict and neglecting political duties, while the cities are being. 
mismanaged and plundered by scoundrels, 


* * * 


¢¢ Y NOTICE that that very satirical journal, the Mew Vork 

Times, says: ‘A Saratoga man set a steel trap for 
skunks and caught an eagle.’ Of course the word ‘ Saratoga’ is 
but a delicate substitute for the party, and the Zimes takes good 
care not to name the eagle, but what I want to know is who the 
others are. I have my suspicions.”—elly. 


* * * 


VY a recent decision of the Treasury Department, dried liz- 
ards are now subject to an import tax of 40 per cent. ad 
valorem. This shows more than ever the wisdom of selecting 
Mr. CARLISLE. In less than four months has come about this 
important result. Native dried lizards are now virtually pro- 
tected and the country may be congratulated. It is hinted that 
within a year Mr. CARLISLE will be able to secure a removal of 
the present exorbitant tax on crystallized osmium, which at least 
four colleges in this country want to show the boys occasionally. 
This tariff question has hitherto seemed formidable, but it really 
looks now as though the clouds were rolling by. 
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WATTS AND SELECT :HYMNS. 


z. 
6 IRDS in their little nests agree, 
And ’tis a shameful sight 
When children of one family 
Fall out, and chide and fight.” 


. 


But when the families are two, 
A different thing is that ; 

’T is then a sight excelled by few 
To see tit answer tat ! 


EB. 


‘* How doth the little busy bee 
Improve each shining hour, 

And gathers honey all the day 
From every opening flower !” 


But well the lazy farmer knows 
A trick by far more shrewd ; 

Off with the gathered sweets he goes, 
And leaves the insect Jewed ! 


II. 


‘«’T is the voice of the sluggard, I heard him complain, 
You have waked me too soon, I must slumber again ; 
As the door on its hinges, so he on his bed, 

Turns his sides and his-shoulders, and his heavy head.” 


But being too lazy to turn his heels too, 

He gets a bad twist that half breaks his back through ; 

And the moral is patent : when one is in bed, 

Turn the whole body over, or do n’t twist the head. 
Mors VIVENS, 





UNBALANCED BIDS—Tipsy servant girls. 





E see it going the rounds of the press that the 
doctors have pronounced roller skating un- 
healthy. Of course, it is. We can cite several cases 
within our own knowledge. Our friend, McWhirter, 
is an enthusiast, and in three months his legs have 


! 


‘““WHO BUYS A BRITISH STATUE?” 
SIDSMITH. 


HE editor of the London Standard leaves off 
discussing the white elephant to wonder why, 

after twenty-five years, “the English Academy of Arts 
in Rome is a failure without results, while the Acade- 
mies of other nations in Rome are more successful ?” 
We should say that the reason is, that English art will 
not grow out of England. You may plant a hair- 


-brush in a pot, but it will take no prizes at any show. 


Of English art production the general foreign ver- 


| dict is, 








grown twelve inches longer, while he has not increased | 
in height; the fact being only that he is gradually | 


splitting himself, so that in six months more he will be 
forked to the neck. Then look at the case of Miss 
Glider: She lost all her hair in one night, leaving her 
as bald as a jug, by a single fall. Unhealthy! Cer- 
tainly! Didn’t Mockturtle go into it weighing two 
hundred, and lose ten pounds in two weeks? Why, if 
he had gone on, at that rate, he would n’t have weighed 
a pound in less than a year. And only one more case: 
that of the lovely Miss Euphonia Digitalis; she was 
so immense at the grand roll. She took four rolls, hot 
ones, at breakfast, and put on the skates; but in less 
than half an hour had to take them off. She has not 
got over it yet, though it is a week ago. The rolls 
were too heavy. Of course, roller skating is unhealthy. 





Not one woman in ten can tell you how wide the 
Atlantic Ocean is, or what city is the capital of New 
York State ; but every one of them knows to a speck 
exactly how many freckles that blessed baby has on 
its cunning little nosey. Directly in the face of this, 
“Sorosis ” clamors for the higher education of women. 





TotaL Rex—An absolute sovereign, 





Sunt bona, sunt mala, sunt mediocria plusa. 

The works of German, French, Danish, American, 
of even modern Italian chisels, are bought and seen 
all the world over, but did anyone ever hear of any 
foreigner buying an English statue? 

The Standard naively closes with this admission: 
“A long workmanship in London, as more than one 
example has shown, undoes all the good obtained by a 
long studentship in Rome.” Exactly. Especially 
when the two ships are dull sailers, with a cargo of 
marble. 

The Standard thinks that “a Public Dinner,” or 
‘“‘an Artists’ Ball in Carnival Time,” might redeem 
their academy’s inferiority. This is cheerful, if not 
strictly esthetic, and “The British Sculptor on a 
Bust” would adorn the Graphic much. It is, how- 
ever, unlucky that the French can both cook and 
dance better, if the rival academies come to depend 
on supremacy in these accomplishments. The Stand- 
ard and its readers have a more congenial topic in 
Barnum than in M. Angelo, just now, and the wealthy 
Britons in Rome will escape being victims to the dex- 
terity which would make them “contribute somewhat” 
to the fortunes of their academy. 
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ANOTHER HIGH PRESSURE NOVEL. 


HE latest high-pressure novel, with patent mor- 
ality safety-valve, is “ Bethesda,” by Barbara 
Elbon. Mr. F. Marion Crawford has, heretofore, taken 
several medals for surprisingly high register on the 
gauge of hysterical passion, but for sustained and tor- 
rid emotion at one hundred pounds to the square inch 
he must yield to the author of “ Bethesda.” This nov- 
el is filled with exaggerated sentiment made still more 
grotesque by the turgid and gaudy rhetoric with which 
it is decorated. It is not enough to say of the heroine 
“She loved him”—the Aim being an unhappily mar- 
ried, and impossibly perfect and fascinating French 
diplomat—but, we are informed that “ the whole world 
might marvel ; they stood side by side, above the world, 
above circumstances, above men and the devil.” When 
once this ecstatic and elevated condition of the high- 
pressure lovers is comprehended it is easier to under- 
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stand that for them “the sunshine danced, and the 


wind was full of thrilling melody, and every atom was | 


quivering with joy like the air on a heated hill-top.” 
For the average reader who does not dwell on the 
“heated hill top,” but down in the valley of common 
sense, there is something ridiculous in this picture of 
a really lovable American girl, with American training 
and morality, yielding first to the fascination and then 
to the love of a man she believes to be already mar- 


ried ; the man is such a conceited prig, forever putting | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


his admirable emotions and heroic deeds on dress pa- | 


rade. And the most ludicrous thing is that the author 
believes she has drawn him as a very attractive and al- 
together lovable fellow. If he is a type of the ideal 
man from a feminine standpoint, then men are to be 
congratulated on so frequently disappointing the hopes 
of admiring women. 

The patent morality safety-valve, to which allusion 
has been made, is the second part of the book where- 
in, through much tribulation, the heroine conquers her 
love and sends her lover back to his wife, even when 
he and she have discovered that there was a technical 
flaw in his marriage which gave him freedom. In spite 
of it, however, this highly colored picture of the origin 
and growth of a dominating and morbid passion in an 
innocent girl is a more insidious poison for immature 
minds than a positive revelation of crime. 

There is too much fiction at the present day which 
needs to be disinfected and refrigerated. 

' DROcH. 





THE STORY OF NAPHTHA: 


A TALE OF CULTURE, FASHION AND DUPLICITY. 





BY ELIZABETH HODGSON PHELPS AND FRANCES STUART BURNETT. 





sit, 


APHTHA returned to South Farmfield a sadder and a wiser 

girl. With broken health and an accusing conscience 

she came back to a severe regimen of plain living and high think- 

ing. ‘* But never mind,” she said to herself, ‘‘ it ‘ll be all right 

in the spring. Then I’ll go over to Concord and take my 
degree, and that "ll make it square, I guess.” 

She was serving a novitiate in the Summer School of Phi- 
losophy. 

So one June night, at the full of the moon, Naphtha entered 
the sacred grove, prepared to pass her examination and to 
vecome a member in full and regular standing. At the entrance 
of the grove she encountered a guide-post, inscribed with 
mystic characters which baffled all her lore. If she had but 
stood on her head, she would have seen that the inscription was 
in plain English upside down, and read simply : 

‘All sense abandon, ye who enter here.” 

Within she found the entire school drawn up in awful array. 
Many a more robust girl than our poor, failing Naphtha might have 
deen appalled when called upon to confront so august an assembly, 
the terrible inquisitors with their sweeping white beards and high 
onical caps, and the long train of tough, green-goggled priest- 
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esses. But Naphtha did not quail. She was primed with Kant 
and Schopenhauer to her very finger-tips, and felt that, if bad 
came to worse, she could easily talk the whole crowd down. 

But this emergency did not arise ; she passed her ordeal satis- 
factorily—even triumphantly. 

Then the Grand High Priest arose and said : 

‘* Welcome, sister, to our circle. It is now for thee to pro- 
pose some deep problem to the collective wisdom of this as- 
sembly.” 

‘* Oh, it is, is it ?” she said to herself. ‘‘ Well, then, I'll just 
give ’em a sticker now, and no mistake.” 

She advanced to the centre of the mystic circle ; the moon 
shone down on her white-robed figure. 

‘*Who,” she said in deep, earnest and thrilling tones, “ who 
shall poss the Impossible ? or which of us shall scrute the In- 
scrutable? I pause for a reply.” 

The Grand High Priest looked at the Supreme and Most 
Worshipful Inquisitor. He in turn looked at the Most Woe- 
begone and Contentious Head Reasoner. The latter spoke: 

‘*Let the youngest, and dullest, and least experienced of all 
the neophytes come forth and answer.” 

A male figure, slender, graceful, white-robed, advanced within 
the circle. 

“Who shall poss the Impossible and scrute the Inscrutable ?”’ 
he repeated. ‘* Why, the possimentation of the Impossible and 
the scrutinacity of the Inscrutable is the precise business of this 
shop.” 

‘* Now ask us something hard,” said the Grand High Priest. 

But Naphtha was dumb. She was about to swoon from shame 
and mortification when the youth caught her in his arms. 

“ Naphtha,” he whispered, ‘‘ do n’t you know me?” 

It was Philip. 

She gave a little gurgle and nestled in his breast. 

The assembly immediately broke up. Philosophy left, at once 
and forever, the spot that had 
been profaned by hope, love, 
beauty and human passion. Its 
shrine was henceforth in the 
outskirts of Peoria. 

‘* Philip,” asked Naphtha 
when they were left alone to- 
gether, ‘‘ Why are you training 
with this crowd ; and wat has 
so reduced your weight ?” 

‘*T am here,” he responded, 
‘“because you once told me that 
my education had been neg- 
lected ; and I have grown thin 
through love of you.” 

‘* But why did you go to work 
and mortify me before all these 
people ?” 

‘So as to be boss when wes 
are married.” 

‘*And so you shall,” she murmured in rapturous ecstasy ; 
‘* Philip, my King !” 

And Philip Oleander imprinted a chaste kiss on young Naph- 
tha’s brow. 

(Well, Fannie !—I care not who sensationalizes my characters 
so long as I can marry them. ) 
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IV. 


LONG toward the autumn Naphtha retired to the mountains 
+ of Virginia, to see what a change of air and climate could do 
for a constitution so dreadfully ravaged by the Over-Soul and the 
Non-Ego. (But the reader need not infer from the conclusion 
of my associate’s last chapter that she went as Oleander’s bride 
—whoever ‘‘ Oleander” may have been—or that she ever became 
his bride at all. I mean to put a spoke in somebody's wheel 
before I get through.) 

One morning, as Naphtha was reclining on her couch in her 
pretty little parlor a shadow darkened the door, and Philip, in 
full regimentals, stood on the threshold. Not Philip Oleander, 
—for I recognize no such person; but Philip St.-Denis,— 
St.-Denis. 

‘‘ Ha! I have found youat last,” he exclaimed. Helookedas 
if he meant business. ‘* Whose kids were those ?” he demanded 
abruptly. 

‘* Kids, Philip? Why, what do you mean{?” she asked in a 
weak tone. 

‘“ Youngsters,—children. I heard their voices ; what does it 
mean? Whose children are they?” he repeated insistently. 

Naphtha started in to scream, but 
by a great effort controlled herself. 

‘“‘ They belong to one of the neigh- 
bors,” she gasped faintly. ‘‘ How 
can you be so brutal, Philip,” she 
went on, ‘‘ when I am so low?” 

“ All right,” he said, ‘‘the ex- 
planation is satisfactory.” 

He always believed whatever a 
woman told him,—poor flat. 

‘*Naphtha,” he went on after 
regarding her gravely for a moment, 
“I have something rather particular 
to say to you, and have come a long 
way to say it.—Can you bear it?” 

Something to say to her ?—Some- 
thing unpleasant and disagreeable 
enough, no doubt,—for whenever had 
he said anything to her that wasn’t ? 

She glanced pathetically at her coquettish little morning-gown 
of white muslin. Could she listen to his words in that ? 

‘*Let me change my dress first,” she wheezed, 
and staggered out of the room. 

She was pretty far gone, but not so far gone that 
she could n’t make her toilet. 

An hour later she appeared outlined against the 
portieres that hung between the parlor and the 
library. She wore a sombre and tragic robe of 
Her attenuated hand 
the bangle 


crimson brocaded velvet. 
grasped one of the curtains for support ; 
began to play ‘‘ Fading, Still Fading.” 

‘* This style, two for a quarter,” 
with a ghastly attempt at hilarity. 

‘* Naphtha,” cried Philip, ‘‘ you wring my heart ! 
To see you thus,—you whom I would have asked 
to be my bride,—whom I do ask to be my bride. 
Only say yes, my love, and all may yet be well.” 

Naphtha gave one scream,—like that described 
in the first chapter, though of anguish rather than 


she gasped, 
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joy. It was heard through half the counties in the state. Faint 
echoes of it reached even Washington, and next day rumors 
of another Southern outrage fired the Northern heart. 

In the immediate vicinity the consequences were of the most 
startling description, for three young children at once rushed into 
the room, crying ‘‘ Mamma, mamma !” and hiding their terrified 
faces in Naphtha’s skirts. 

(Will Oleander marry Naphtha now? I—think—not.) 

An awful look came into the Major’s face. Without a word 
he took his knife from his pocket, removed the top-knots of the 
three children, and threw their mangled remains out of the 
window. 

‘* T have sworn to possess you,” he yelled, ‘‘ and nothing shall 
stop me now! So perishes every other creature that may come 
between us!” 

‘‘Have you such a thing asa scalp about you?” shrieked 
Naphtha hysterically, and dropped in a dead swoon to the floor, 


V. 


NOTE.—We, the undersigned, members of the Metropolitan press, ap- 
pointed as a commission to wind up the affairs of the deeply-involved firm 
of Phelps & Burnett, declare that, to us, the only possible way out of all their 
complications is the one herewith presented. 

A. Scripsier. 
A. N. Oruer, 
A. Tuirp. 


HE last scene of this strange, eventful history is laid in the 
Metropolis; we are about to test the availability of 
** New York as a Field for Fiction.” 

On a stately bed in the darkened bed-chamber of a sumptuous 
apartment in Fifty-seventh Street reposes all that remains of the 
once brilliant, cultured, captivating, soulful, frivolous, beauteous 
Naphtha. On each side of her couch stands the disconsolate 
Philip (that is to say, one-half of him stands on one side and half 
on the other), on the right the artistic Philip Oleander, and on 
the left the martial Philip St.-Denis. Her shadowy hands lie 
crossed upon the coverlet, and the familiar bangle, now a dozen 
sizes too large, adorns her dwindled wrist. 

Who, they have been asking her, has really held the first place 
in her affections all this time, and who, they desire to know, shall 
be permitted the exclusive privilege of enshrining her memory in 
his heart when she herself shall be no more? They await her 
answer. 
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LENT, AS IT IS KEPT AT YONKERS. 


Ethel: “Mamma, WILLIE says, BirDIE KENT Is HIS GIRL.” 


Willie (aged seven): “No, SHE IS NOT.” 


Ethel: “Wy! Wi tur, you sAID SHE WAS, ONLY THE OTHER DAY.” 
Willie: ““Wet_! I HAVE GIVEN HER UP FOR LENT.” 








When it comes it is hardly more than a whisper—‘‘ Philip, 
always Philip.” 

‘“* Philip who?” they ask together. ‘‘ Philip which? Name 
the man who is to be your inconsolable widower !” 

In the silence that intervenes, the bangle begins to play ‘‘Going 
Home.” 

Again her voice sounds, but fainter and weaker : 

‘* Philip—always, Phi——” 

Suddenly there is a click and acreak. Then the invalid dis- 
appears—bed-clothes, bangle, and all—and two disconsolates 
stand confronting in amaze the blank and 
inexpressive panels of an ornate black 
walnut book-case. 

Naphtha had “‘ gone home.” 


* * * * * 


A week or so after the events above 
narrated, a graceful and jaunty female 
figure, carrying a number of brown paper 
parcels, might have been seen emerging 
from the main entrance of Macy’s. It 
was Naphtha. 


Wore | 
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The promised bride of one man and 
the object of the dogged and devoted 
affection of another, while all the time 
the grass-widow of a mysterious and 
shadowy third, she had contrived a plan 
to rid herself of the whole trio and to 
begin her life anew. A folding bed 
and a sliding secret panel did the job. 
True, that, on emerging through the panel, her heels were 
higher than her head....... 

Well ? 


Well. She walked off on her ear. 


WAG’ 





BLAKE FULLER. 








In the philosophy of youth there is no such word 
as Kant. 





Wuy should a cow make a good steer ?—Because of 
her Udder. 


“Dip you buy it at auction?” asked Jones, as he 
pointed to Brown’s crushed finger. 

“What do you mean ?” said Brown. 

“Oh! I merely noticed that it had been under the 
hammer,” said Jones facetiously. 





A REJOINDER. 


HEARD a preacher, apt of speech 
And ripe with cultured dogma, say 
That time effects in love a breach, 
And faith departs as charms decay. 


‘* Look at your lovely wife,” he said— 

‘* When twenty years have touched her brow, 
‘* When color, curve, and grace have fled ! 

“‘ Will she be then as dear as now?” 


Well, take true women of all lands, 
Take men of brave and gentle race ! 

They know if time endow’s Love’s bands 
With added and vicarious grace. 


I hold that Love cannot grow old— 
His counterfeit presentment may. 

I know that Memory casts a mould 
Of lineaments beyond decay. 


I hold that, though the rush for gain 
And press of life make men less fine, 
Yet knightliest natures still retain 
The legends that make love divine. 
JouHN MorRAN. 











Now 
FRoM 


TREN SAVE PopeeRsS, THAT'S My ‘DEA OF A 
THAT oF THE WHEELER. DonwTCHERKNow ! 
WHEELER aSTURDY, MASSIVE, 


STEADY - Goin @, DONTCHER KNow 


My, <a 4 | 
“hd Naa 
Y 4 HW 


A¥ wei 

ie 
My HI Hy 
Mane 
Wy RY 


‘ 
\AL IL 


J \; 7 
ANT rN vi 
MN" Ye 


! 


oi 


\ 


yy Wig 
Zeboyi) 


e- “i? . ° - he .- =u 
APPorNTED TANDEM You SEE THE LEADER HAS 4 TOTAL 
LEADER 1S A THOKouGHBRED HUNTER 


AVA 





IO 
<— 
QU 





EARLY SPRI 


) 















- LEE - 









5 


= THEY HAVE Dec iDEN 

. TO GOAND SEE THe. 

es MOUNDS THROW OFF. —; 

*¢ Hurtoa! THERE, ye 
RASCAL! WHAT ARE YE 

a uP To? You SEE HE'S 

p 4 EXCITED, Bioop wit 

WAS crew ne Rey, Boop 
> i Wier Tew | 














as 


- 


x AN . : AN = : “a SPU fra J " 
ant i! ” WED et é mi 
ae “nam, | Pe 2 a ——— Bas : ais ANNI A 
TD) W\\ cae, TENGE SUZ 


—= 2 \ \ L \ ty 


A 
¥ if 
\ ree 
& 


TAS 
Legh Ch , 
CANE 












Se 
y 












ty et 
Sag li i (= 
BE. 
FF ij, 


WAV Ad 
tH BLroopw NAS 
pi. / 


GRAY- FARKERL, 








‘DEM DRIVE. 





THE RINKER’S PSALM OF LIFE ; 


OR, WRINKLES FOR RINKERS, 


IFE tell not that thou affordest 
Nothing but a tiresome dream, 
That our dolls are stuffed with sawdust 
And things are not what they seem. 


Lent is slow, but this thou learnest, 
Tho’ the rink should be thy goal— 
Dust thou art—to dust returnest, 
Should’st thou strive on wheels to roll ! 


Let us have no cause for sorrow, 
Never fall or break our shins ; 
Let us strive that each to-morrow 
Finds us steadier on our pins. 


Rinks are smooth, and skates deceive us, 
If we’ve never rinked before; 

Strongest legs may slip and leave us 
Sprawling on the dusty floor. 


As our shaky feet we rattle 
With all eyes upon us fixed, 
Do n’t we feel like driven cattle ? 
Do n’t our feet get somewhat mixed ? 


Try no flyers—’t is not pleasant 
On the floor your length to spread; 
Only keep your pins at present, 
Ankles stiff, and steady head. 


Jolly rinkers all remind us 
Never was such sport before— 
We departing leave behind us 
Deep dents on the cold, hard floor. 


Deep dents—that perhaps another 
Striving ease and grace to gain— 
Some forlorn, half-shipwrecked brother 

Meeting may fall down again. 


Let us then be up and doing— 
Take the outer edge with care, 
Warily our course pursuing, 
Learn to fall, and not to swear ! 


H. W. SHORTBOY. 





- LIFE: 











HOUSEHOLD HINTS. 


The column will be devoted entirely to the interests of 
ECONOMICAL HOUSEKEEPING. Reliable information for 
the guidance of young mothers and housekeepers will be 
supplied by a lady of experience and ability. 


HE most efficacious and inexpensive method in 
which to rid a house of rats is to rent it for a 
few months to a Chinese boarding-house keeper. 

There is no prettier way to serve an unsightly piece 
of corned-beef than to cover it with chicken croquettes 
or boned turkey, and flank the platter with a bottle of 
champagne on each side. 

Do not tell a green cook that you always like “ drop- 
ped eggs” for breakfast, without explaining your re- 
mark. Unless you give more explicit directions, the 
dish may not prove to be what you expected. 

If your carpets wear out, don’t try to have the 
breadths reversed or pieces put in, but take them up 
entirely, and have parquet flooring laid down or a new 
axminster. It will look much better than a patched 
ingrain. 

Never be inflicted with cold, white walls in the parlor 
or nursery. It should be the effort of the housewife 
to give color and brightness to every room. Thirteen 
cents’ worth of colored chalk, in the hands of the 
children, will transform the bleakest panel into a maze 
of bewildering designs, in one morning. 

A lady informs us that a novel way to make tomato 
soup is to pour the milk of three cocoa-nuts on a tea- 
cupful of nice white codfish ; add to this three pints 
of water, a tablespoonful of butter, and a can of 
baking-powder ; then boil for half an hour. 

Always see that the drinking-water which is set 
before your husband is absolutely pure. It should 
never contain a straw or chip. Many men, however, 
are fond of their lemonade with a stick in it. 

Do n’t take old black-walnut picture frames, etc., to 
the shop to be renovated, as you can easily varnish 
them yourself. Use a varnish made of gum shellac, 
dissolved in alcohol, tinted with burnt umber. You 
will probably upset some of this on the carpet or the 
baby will drink it (cost for repairs $10.00), but you 
should practise economy in small matters as well as in 
large ones. 

The old button-basket should not be put in the fire 
when Christmas brings a new one. Fifteen cents worth 
of gold paint (which can be purchased at any toy- 
store), two yards of red velvet and, a twenty-dollar 
ostrich feather will change it into an Easter bonnet, 
and your husband is sure to be delighted at your 
thriftiness and pleased with the becoming and elegant 
effect produced. 

Never throw away the boys’ old trousers when they 
have outgrown them. There are many methods of 
utilizing them effectively. One sensible and decorative 
idea (borrowed from “The House Beautiful’’) is to 
sew up the legs at the ankles, add heavy curtain tassels 
and nail the trousers by the waist-band to the wall, in 
the front entry. They thus make charmingly con- 
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venient cane and umbrella pockets, and are sure to 
attract attention. A monogram or bunch of flowers 
can be embroidered in bright worsted at each knee, if 
desired. 

When the sofa-cushion becomes frayed and worn- 
out, it can be brightened up and changed in appearance 
by employing a very little ingenuity and a few spare 
minutes. Take three pieces of blue ribbon the length 
of the cushion, put lace insertion of the same width 
between the strips of ribbon, trim the edge with narrow 
lace, and sew it to the top of the cushion. In the 
centre of this arrangement, deftly secrete a cunning 
little pin, so that when your Uncle David wearily rests 
his cranium on its tempting surface, he will scratch 
an Egyptian war map on the top of his bald head. 

H. L. S. 


Jay Goutp’s chief ends—Divid—ends. 





A CASE OF COZEN. 


H pshaw, now, old boy don’t be silly ! 
She is only a cousin of mine— 
This dear little, sweet little Millie— 
Nothing more than a cousin of mine. 


So why should n’t I speak of her beauty? 
Her winning and amiable ways? 

She’s my cousin ; ’t is really my duty 
To say all I can in her praise. 


And what though I show her attention ? 
Though regard and esteem I should show ? 
Why surely, ’t is scarcely worth mention ; 
It is all in the family so. 


‘* First cousin ?” Well, no, not precisely ; 
Our great-grandfathers—now—let—me—see— 
We're cousins, to state it quite nicely, 


In about—the eleventh degree. ¥ pe ay Os 





VARIOUS WAYS OF LOOKING AT IT. 
(Associated Press Telegram.) 
EADVILLE, March —, 188-.—Horrible murder. Joseph 
Jellaby shoots John Smith. Trouble, politics. Smith 
dead. Jellaby lynched. 
(The same reported by the N. Y. Fibboom [Rep.]}.) 
NOTHER political outrage has been perpetrated in Lead- 
ville. Joseph Jellaby, one of Leadville’s most respected 
citizens, and a member of the Republican Campaign Committee, 
was shot and instantly killed last evening by a Democratic Ward 
Politician, With a sort of poetic justice, the criminal offender 
was immediately executed by the outraged community. 


(Reported by the N. Y. Shiner [Dem.].) 


TELEGRAPHIC TICKS. 
EADVILLE, March —, 188-.—A horrible murder was 


committed here yesterday. One Smith, a Democrat, and 
ex-Mayor of Leadville, was shot at a caucus by a Republican 

heeler, Jellaby by name. The latter was lynched. 

(Reported by the N. Y. Whirled [Dem.].) 
[SPECt¢* => THE WHIRLED. ] 

ON. JOSGPH JELLABY, ex-Mayor of Leadville, died 
here last night of apoplexy. He was one of the most 
prominent Democrats of the town, and was highly esteemed by 
the whole community. The apoplectic stroke was caused by the 
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excitement of a meeting of the primaries, over which Mr. Jellaby 
presided, and at which a low character, Smith by name—a Re- 


publican, by-the-way—created much disturbance. Mr. Jellaby, 
a Southerner by birth, actuated by a spirit of chivalry which, 
thank Heaven, is not dead yet, endeavored to bring the disturb- 
ance to order by pointing his revolver at him. The weapon, 
which was most unfortunately loaded, a fact unknown to its 
owner, was discharged, and Smith was shot through the lungs. 
Death was instantaneous. A committee of Leadville’s citizens 
shortly after waited upon Mr. Jellaby at his home, and that gen- 
tleman was so overcome by their kind attention, that he became 
hysterical, which hysterics led by easy stages to the fatal stroke. 


(Reported by the N. Y. Hairoiled | Independent].) 


HORRIBLE BUTCHERY IN THE WEST. 


A POLITICAL FEUD RESULTS IN THE DEATH OF TWO PROMINENT 
POLITICIANS—SMITH SHOOTS JELLABY AT LEADVILLE, AND 
SACRIFICES His OWN LIFE TO THE BLOODTHIRSTINESS OF 
LEADVILLE’s ARISTOCRACY. 


[By Cable to the Hairoiled.] 

The editor regrets that lack of space prevents his giving his 
readers te full text of the Hairoiled’s six column report.— 
ED. LIFE. 

(Reported by the N. Y. Daily Flippant [Dem.-Rep.].) 
SMITH SHoots ! 
Fellaby Shuffies off the Coil. 


[Express to the Flippant.] 

EADVILLE is a marvellously beautiful town, and seems 
the last place in the world for the perpetration of murder 
most foul. * * * * * In a pretty little Queen Anne cot- 
tage not far from the main street lives the family of Mr. Jellaby. 
* * * * *® Two blocks to the north is a handsome brick 
dwelling, the house of ex-MayorSmith, * * * * There has 
been a feud of longstanding between thetwomen, * * * * * 
They met * * * and * * Jellaby died almost instantly. 

* * * * The following diagram * * * * 
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A. Smith’s desk. 3B. Smith. c. Where Jellaby sat. D. Exit 
to Gambler’s Alley. E. Exit to Smiler’s Retreat. F, Where 
Jellaby lay after the shooting. nN. FLIPPANT REPORTER. 
X, Y, Z. Track of the bullet. Pp. Packing-box. 

* * * * The infuriated populace * * * * * threw 
one end of the rope over the limb of a handsome elm, under 
whose genial shade Smith and Jellaby had played together in 
their happy childhood days * * * and fastening the other 
end to the wretch’s neck * * * left him dead. 


(Public Opinion.) 


Yes, cheap Journalism is a priceless boon, but who killed who, 
and which was lynched ? ire a & 








SABA ROOREE rm mae wane 


7 

/ 

iy 
' 


: Ips, “apr 


‘ 


MR. DILSEY IN HOBOKEN. 
After his swarry with the Thompson Street Poker Club, Mr. Dilsey returns to Hoboken and astonishes the natives. 


DaT’s DE WRINKLE, NIGGAHS! 


AN’ DAR’S NO USE TALKIN’, WE’SE GOT FO’ TER ’TAIN DAT DAR 


STANDARD FO’ WE KIN IMPROVE DE SASSIETY OB DIS YER TOWN. 


ONE OF THE LOST MILESIAN TALES. 


CENE, Rittenhouse Square, Philadelphia; time, II A. M. 
Enter first French bonne in a towering cap and large apron 
holding the two little snoblings by the hand, who chatter cheer- 
fully in shrill, nasal voices, and appeal constantly to her as 
‘* Marie.” They cross the park and come upon second French 
bonne in an even taller cap and more voluminous apron, sitting 
on a bench, reading the ‘‘Catholic’s Banner,” and presiding in- 
cidentally over a tiny baby almost completely swallowed up in 
gorgeous robes and wraps in a perambulater. They exchange 
greetings in the well-known dialect of Paris. 
2d F, B.—‘‘ Well, Marggie, sure is it you? 
morn ?” 
ist F. B.—“ Oi'm all roight, thank ye, Bridget Malony, hopin’ 
y ’re the same.” 
2d F. B.—‘‘ Take a sate, thin, and till me about the foine 
doin’s Oi’m hearin’ av ye givin’. It’s Mary O’Flaherty that was 
sayin’ it was a grand soight all them loights in the windies ; she 
sor’m comin’ home from her mother’s who’s down wid a 
fayver.”’ 
1st F. B. (taking a seat.)—“Yis, andade, it was illigint. And this 


How are ye the 











is how it come to be done. She says to me, the Monday when I 
come home from Mass, ‘Marry, Oi’m goan to put a cap and aprin on 
ye now, and you ’Il wear them all the toime. And to-noight ye ’re 
to attind in the dressin’-room, and moind you’re not to open 
your lips except to say ‘Wee madame’ and ‘Toot sweet, 
madame,’ and made me say thim words over and over again.” 

2d F. B.—“ It’s quare words they is, Marggie. What do 
they mane ?” 


1st F. B.—“ Sure, I do n’t know, but Oi promised to remimber 
’m. When the noight av the sworry came, O! but Oi dressed 
mysilf nate! and stud inside the door takin’ the cloaks and 
shawls. All the hoigh and moighty quality av the city av Phila- 


| delfy was there, Bridget, and kept pushin’ and crowdin’ in, and 


the music av the chunes came crowdin’ up, and Oi looked over 
the railin’ and seen the gintlemin promenadin’! And thi is 
thrue, Bridget Malony, as sure as there’s saints above. Ii Oirland 
had the governmint av this coui*:; would be the flower «v 
Ameriky ! And it’s livin’ in big houses and Wearing foine close, 


we'd be !”" “ 


2d F. B.—‘“‘ Yer spakin’ sinse, now, Marggie Dolan.” 
Ist F. B.—‘‘ Well, in the dressin’-room Oi was, whin a grand 
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lady in a splinded dress, with a long thrain and jools like the 
Quane’s, stipped up to"me and began talkin’ some gibberidge, 
and Oi said ‘Wee madame,’ and she wint on. And Oi said 
‘Wee madame’ again. And she wint on, and wint on. And Oi 
said ‘ Sweet toot.” And she burst out laughin’ and says she, ‘O! 


it’s Oirish ye are?’ And Oi was brought up wid good manners, LITTLE fellow with a tall, stalwart wife was asked by a friend if 


. , a) +5 the contrast between them did n’t often expose him to mortifying 
and Oi says, ‘ From Cark, af yer plaze’m, and * s proud Oi'm | remarks, “ Oh, I don’t mind that,” he said, cheerfully, ‘‘ but since 
av it.’ And I looked round and there was the misthress! And | Sarah 's grown near-sighted, I have to look sharp for fear she 'll step 


she says, ‘Dear Mrs. Long Azure, Oi’m so glad to see ye! | 0m me.” —Brooklyn Eagle. 

Whin did ye come back from Parry, dear, darlin’ Parry! Oi ‘Do TAKE some more of the vegetables, Mr. Blood, for they go to 
heerd ye talkin’ to the maid. She’s picked up a few Frinch | ‘he Pigs, anyway."—Harvard Lampoon. 

words from the childthren and loikes to air thim.’ There’s a | , TIMID lady going up the Washington monument elevator : ‘* Con- 


. ‘ a ductor, what if the rope breaks that holds us ?” Conductor: ‘* Oh, 
serpint fur ye, Bridget Malony! But it’s moyself that got even | there are a number more attached as safety ropes.” Timid lady: 
wid her, fur Oi says, ‘And who but yerself taught’m to me | “But if they all break, where shall we go?” Conductor: ‘‘ Oh, well, 


: . : ; Be ’m, that hat ki i ivi ‘ 
yisterday to have me pretind to be a Frinch maid, which Oi’m pote ae Shy weg on what kind of life you have been living be 
: no more’n you ’re 2 lady, lyin about be ite gurl loike that ‘ DR. OLIVER WENDELL HOLMEs has undeniably written some very 
} ‘It’s drunk ye are!’ she cried, and if you’ll belave me it’s | good verses in his time, ‘‘ but the best poems I have ever produced,” 

but two glasses of the claret punch Oi’d had below and not so he says, ‘‘ are the trees I planted on the hillside.” If the majority of 


“ the current poets would take this hint, and instead of grinding out 
much as a buthered muffin! Whin the lady had gone down, | verses go to planting trees somewhere, the effect could hardly fail to 


holdin’ her handkerchief up to her mouth, the misthress came | be wholesome, both in an arboreal and literary sense.—S?. Louts Globe- 
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: at : ae . Democrat. 
back in a juice av a rage wid her eyes sparklin’ loike annything i - ‘ — ' . “ 
1 > +s oe ar a + oe STRANGER strolling through the cemetary at Fremont, O., ac- 
and she says to me . Damn ye! Ye’re an Oirish idiot ! TOS | cue grave-digger with the remark : one 
o to-morrow.’ Oi’m goin’ the day. Not for twinty toimes the ‘‘ Nice, cosy little plantin’ ground you ’ve got here.” 
. s “y, ” y. P er y : ° . . 
money would Oi stay wid the loikes av Aer, descindin’ to that | . Yes,” replied the spadesman, without interrupting his work ; “ it 
: re : se is sorter quiet and retired like.” 
langwidge! Where’s thim blessed childthren gone to? They’re 


‘“* Can you tell me where Hayes is buried ?” continued the stranger. 
swate little darlints and it’s sorry Marggie Dolan is to lave ’m,”’ ‘* What Hayes ?” " 
F “" d child “Rutherford B, Hayes. . A 
(Exeunt French bonnes and children.) “If you mean him as was onc’t a President, he ain’t buried at 
all.” 
‘*Not buried!” exclaimed the visitor, in astonishment. ‘‘ Great 
A SATIN dress. —The sittaclinai sates Ss. ducks, what do _— want to —_ him so _ for vidibeaarer tie — 
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** Dio Lewis's Monthly is ithe initio 
Magazine we have ever seen.’ 


Normal Teacher & Examiner. Cavanagh, Sanford & Co., 
Send 6 cents in stamps for a 


“A tenis ileal 


It ts admirably written, the scenes are 
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: afi : ° -, 
‘ a wonderful imagination, not running Dio Lew es M. On th ly and Importers, 
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brenold, 
C waitadble he Co, 


Costume Department. 


We have now in stock our Spring Selection 
of Paris Novelties in Suits, Costumes, Even- 
ing Toilets, Wraps, Maniles, etc. Also, those 
of our own manufacture. 


Proadevary KH 19th él. 


Send one, two, 

three or five dol- 

elars for a retail 

box, by express, of the best Candies in the world, put 

up in handsome boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Maptson St., CHICAGO. 


ng | G PARIS CORSET 


FINEST AND BEST FITTING 
INTHE WORLD. ASK FORIT. 





HOTELS. 


PARKER HOUSE 


EUROPEAN PLAN. 


HARVEY D. PARKER & Co., 
BOSTON, MASS. 








HARVEY D. PARKER. JOSEPH H BECKMAN, 


EDWARD O. PUNCHARD. 
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‘*My dear,” said a Mormon wife to her husband. 
‘*T should think that you would be ashamed of your- 
self, flirting with that Miss B. as you did in church to- 
day. 

a Flirting with her ?” he replied in astonishment ; 
‘““why we have been engaged for more than three 
months. It’s all over town.’ 

‘Oh, I beg your pardon,” said his wife indifferent- 
ly. ‘If you are engaged to her, I suppose it is all 
right. When does the happy event occur ?”—Phila- 
delphia Call. F 





Jim WEBSTER, a hard-looking colored man, was 
brought to a justice in Austin for stealing some money 
from the house of Col. Jones, one of the most respect- 
able citizens. 

Said the judge very impressively to Jim : 

‘*Did n’t you know that no good can come from 
stolen money—that there is a curse on it ?” 

‘* Boss, I did n’t know Col. Jones stole dat money. 
I allus ’spected him ob bein’ an hones’ man. White 
folks am gettin to be mighty onreliable nowadays.” — 
Texas Siftings. 

‘*T pon’T think any one ever fooled you, Mr. 
Crimsonbeak !” exclaimed that gentleman’s wife this 
morning, who was a trifle provoked because her hus- 
band refused to be caught in a little trick she had con- 
cocted for his benefit. 

‘*Oh yes I was, Mrs. Crimsonbeak,” returned the 
husband softly. 

‘*T should like to know when,” Mrs. C. continued. 

‘* Have you forgotten that we were married fifteen 
years ago to-day,” answered the celluloid-hearted 
Crimsonbeak as he dodged just in time to escape the 
tender touch of the family sugar bowl.— Yonkers 
Statesman, 





‘¢T WANT to give you a pointer,” said a man to a 


friend from the country the other day. 

‘*T don’t want a pointer,” was the countryman’s 
reply. 

‘It isn’t going to cost you a cent.” 

‘* You had better sell the pointer to some one,” sug- 
gested the yokel, with great emphasis. 

The man who was to give the pointer looked at his 
corn-husking friend in astonishment, when the latter 
said : 

‘*T mean just what I say. I don’t want your point- 
er fora gift. I had one last spring, and he tore up 
all the plants and raised suctions, and I ain’t got no 
room for dogs on my place !’ 

And the professional financier commenced to thrust 
his head between the uncut pages of his morning 
paper, that the bean-raiser might not see the smile 
that was floating across his features.—Puck. 





A nie and exact computation of - ayments to 
policy-holders of the old ‘ Travelers ”’ artford, give 
many curious results. During the last Pant for instance, 
they gave the dead and disabled members of its great fam- 
ily $1,154,000, or at the rate of $154 per hour to the widows 
and orphans, and an aggregate of $9,000,000 since their 
establishment. 








Edenia. 

Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Alpine Violet. 

Lily of the Valley. 


Lundborg’s Seite, 
Lundborg’s Perfume, 
Lundborg's Perfume, 
Lundborg's Perfume, 





“Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 








AMUSEMENTS. 
ALY’S THEATRE. BROADWAY AND 3othsr 
Under the management of Mr. AUGUSTIN Dalvie 226 
Orchestra, $1. 50 ; Dress Circle, $1 ; Second Balcony, x 
Every Night at 8 Precisely. Matinees at 2. ‘ 


AUGUSTIN DALY’S 
NEW COMEDY 


Red 
Letter Nights. 


“The fun is simply irre 
tible.”—Herald. 
“Not a tedious mome 
from first to last.”"—¥oupngl ™ 
In- Act 4—A KIRMESs! 
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Vo one can furnish 


“OLD CROW” RYE 
SOUR-MASH WHISKE) 


unless purchased from us. 
have taken every barrel mai 
since Fanuary, 1572. 


We have also HERMIT 
AGE three to seven years oll 
all sold absolutely pure, uncd 
oved, unsweetened. 


H. B. KIRK & CO, 
69 Fulton St. & Broadway and 27th 
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GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK 


60 JOHN STREET, NEW York. 





This paper is — with our cut ink, 








CARD TRICK BOOK. Price, 


= his trickstaught 
by his assistant, Aé 
dress Walter Baker, 
80 a Pl. 
50 cts. Dick & Fitzgerald, i 
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Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 








“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, For Sale by all Stationers. = 

135 BROADWAY (cor. Cedar St.), THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager Works, Camden, N.J- — 26 John St.. New York ¥ 
‘ The: 
- LIFE - For 1883. ‘aa 

VOLS. I. anp II. 

Vol. I., Jan. to June, inclusive ; Vol. II., July to December, inclusive, durably bound, for sale a assor' 
inah 


publication office Price, postage free, $5.00each. To subscribers returning a complete set for the year! 
both Volumes will be forwarded for $5.00. To subscribers returning a complete set of one Volume! 


Volume will be forwarded for $2.50. Address, 


TA 


Office of LIFE, 1155 Broadway, New York 
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BILLIARDS. 
The Collender Billiard and Pool Tables 
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have received the first premiums, the latest Triumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston, 
15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. 113 S. oth St., Philadelphia. 
84 and 86 State St.,Chicago 367W.Baltimore St. Baltimore. 
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NERVOUS DEBILITY  ), "EN 
FRENCH HOSPITAL METHOD. New to America. 
Civialé Remedial Agency, 160 Fulton St., New York, 





THE small boy who hangs around the parlor and 
makes faces at his sister’s beau should be punished 
for contempt of court.— Yale News. 


WE have received a map of Paris from the Ameri- 
can Exchange in that city. We shall have no use for 
it, however. When we wish to go to a wicked city, 
we shall take in Cincinnati instead.—Zowe// Citizen. 





NO MISTAKE IN HERS. 


AT noon a girl about 19 years old, and wearing a 
somewhat faded costume, came up to the delivery 
window of the postoffice, threw down a letter and said 
to the clerk : : 

‘*Ts that air stamp all squee-gee ?” 

“Yes, it seems to be all right.” 

‘** An’ is the address writ so’s thar kin be no show 
of its gettin’ off ’n the trail an’ monkeyin’ all ’round 
the country afore it gits to whar’ it’s addressed ?” 

‘*Oh, I guess so. The small boys can manage 
to 7. 

‘*T don’t want no guess work about it, for that’s a 
matter o’ life and death. If that letter’ll go straight 
say so, and if it won’t just unlimber your tongue and 
give me square music.” 

‘*T ll guarantee that it will find the person to whom 
it is addressed,” said the clerk, who had deciphered 
the hieroglyphics on the envelope. 

‘* Then that's all right, but ifit don’t get thar’ on 
time I'll have you took up for murder. That letter’s 
fur my feller back in Illinoy, an’ he writ that if I 
| would n’t marry him right off he’d kill hisself, an’ I ’ve 
writ back that he kin come on an’ double up jest as 
| soon as he wants ter. If that letter don’t get thar 
| straight Jim’s just fool enough to swaller a dose of 
| pizen or somethin’, an’ mind, young man, that you 
| are liable to be pulled any minute for murder if he 

does. My name’s Rhoda Lumly, an’ anybody that 
| knows the Lumlys ’ll tell you that we’re not to be 
fooled with when human life is at stake. 

And she shook a warning finger at the clerk and 
walked out.—Detrott Free Press. 
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ico. 7 H E se E N OX P E N S are the product of long and patient experiment by 
jew York the most skilful artisans with the best material. 
ms The Series is complete in Twelve Numbers, from which every x | | E. B EST P | J N 
writer can select, for his or her peculiar style of penmanship, ° 

Sold by Stationers ; or sent by mail, in gross boxes, post-paid, for $1 a gross. 

*,* For the convenience of those who wish to test all the numbers of the series we will send gross boxes of 
sale at assorted Pens, containing twelve of each number, for the regular gross price of $1, or two of each kind (24 Pens), 
ne year 1 in a handsome nickel-plated case, with spring cover, for 25 cents. 

Volume * ° 
TAINTOR BROTHERS, MERRILL & CO., Publishers, 
/ ork. 


18 and 20 Astor Place, New York City. 

























THE CONTINENT FOR APRIL. 
JUST OUT. 


FRONTISPIECE.—Portrait of Robert T. Lincoln, en- 
graved by Johnson from a photograph by C. M. Bell. 

A COMING MAN.—A careful study of the life and 
character of Robert T. Lincoln. W. H. Busbey. 

NATIONAL EDUCATION.—And PRESIDENTIAL 
PROBABILITIES. By A. W. Tourgée. . 

TENANTS OF AN OLD FARM.—A remarkable series 
of studies from nature, told in a most racy and enter- 
taining manner by Rev. H. C. McCook, and illustrated 
by Dan Beard. 

THE VALUE OF A LINE,—Art eee by Henry 
Blackburn, the English Art Critic. ith over thirty 
illustrations by che lending English Artists. 

DORCAS.—A thrilling story of the early Christian 
martyrs. By the author of Arius, The Libyan, Illus- 
trated by Will H. Low. 

THE WHAT-TO-DO-CLUB.—By Helen Campbell. 
With short stories, poems, and other interesting 
matter. 








THE CONTINENT never showed to so much advan- 
tage as inits NEW MONTHLY FORM. Its 128 broad 
pages, filled with interesting matter and original illustra- 
tions by the best artists, speak forthemselves A SPECIAL 
FEATURE of this number is the bringing forward of 
Hon. Robert T. Lincoln—the son of Old Abe—as the man 
most likely to receive the Republican nomination for the 
Presidency. 

The views of Judge Tourgée upon this subject are of a 
special interest because of his well-known boldness, inde- 
pendence and freedom from factional bias as well as from 
his peculiar faculty of catching the undertone of public 
thought. Whether his views are accepted or not, his 
reasons for them are worth considering, and every one will 
be glad to learn more of the modest son of that noblest 
American, ‘‘ HONEST ABE LINCOLN.” 


For Sale by all Dealers or mailed on receipt 
of 35 Cents by 


THE CONTINENT, New York. 


‘“‘The Best Practical Art Magazine’”’ 


's The Art Amateur, which gives, monthly, from 30 to 

44 folio pages of working designs (with full instructions), 

illustrations and information relating to decorative and 

pictorial art. Invaluable to amateur artists. 

— Decoration & FuRNISHING. (Expert Advice 
ree.) 

Instruction in China, Oil and Water-color Painting, 
Wood-carving, Etching, Dress, &c. Art Needle-work De- 
ls the Royal School, South Kensington, a specialty 

he Art Amateur includes among its contributors 
Theodore Child, Clarence Cook, Edward Strahan, Roger 
Riordan, Camille Piton, Benn Pitman, Louis McLaughlin, 
Constance C, Harrison and Mary Gay Humphreys. 

Subscription, $4.00 a year; 35 cents a number. Speci- 
men copy 25 cents, 7/ this advertisement ts mentioned. 


MONTAGUE MARKS, Publisher, 23 Union Square, N. Y. 





——COMMON SENSE BINDER—— 
FOR BINDING 
*“LIFE-> 
Cheap, Strong and Durable, 

Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any part of the 
United States for $x. 

Address, office of “* LIFE,” 1155 Broapway, New York. 








30 DAYS’ TRIAL 


IX. byes 2 


weet ) (AFTER. ) 
E CTRO-VOLTAIC BELT and other ELEctrIc 
4 APPLIANCES are sent on 80 Days’ Trial TO 
MEN ONLY, YOUNG OR OLD, who are suffer- 
ing from_ Nervous Desmity, Lost VITALITY, 
WASTING WEAKNESSES, and all those diseases of a 
PERSONAL ae resulting from ABUSES and 
ER CAUSES. jpeedy relief and complete 
restoration to HeaLTH, VIGOR and MANHOOD 
GUARANTEED. Send at once for Illustrated 
Pamphlet free. Address 


Voltaic Belt Co., Marshall, Mich. 
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CROSBY’S VITALIZED PHOSPHITES. 


It is a standard remedy with all physicians who treat mental or nervous disorders. 

It strengthens the intellect, restores lost energy, develops good teeth, glossy hair, clear skin, 
handsome nails in the young, so that they may be an inheritance in later years. It amplifies bodily 
and mental power to the present generation, and proves ‘* the survival of the fittest ” to the next. 

Brain Workers need Brain Food. 


For sale by Druggists, or mail $1 to F. Crosby Co., 666 Sixth Avenue, New York. 


MURRAY’S | 


CHARCOAL TABLETS ff As, 
For Dyspepsia, Headache, Bad | owdam, usb 


Breath, Sour Stomach. 


The Good Old Fashioned Remedy. 25 cts. a box. | 
DITMAN’S SEA SALT ko 


For producing a real sea bath at home. Send | 


for circular. r 
| 
New York. | ey) 
uited to all styles of writing. 


For sale everyw. \ 


Ivison, Blakeman, Taylor & Co.. N. Y. 





A. J. DITMAN, 
Broadway and Barclay Street, 


ENCERIAN 


Thege famous Steel Pens com- 
biné the essential qualities of 
Elasticity, Durability and real 

wan Quill action, and are 
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Would draw public attention to the unsur- 
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DEPARTMENT TO DISPLAY FINE DRAPERIES 
AND GENERAL UPHOLSTERY OF 
EVERY DESCRIPTION. 





| Washington Uy dovon Sts. ; 
Boston. 


GRADY & McKEEVER, 
LATE 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers or 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 
No. wy SIXTH AVE., NEw York. 
FACTORY, 218 W. 42d STREET. 











*¢ See What Cuticura Does for Me!”’ 


NFANTILE and Birth Humors, Milk Crust, Scalled 
Head, Eczemas, and every form of Itching, Scaly, 
Pimply, Scrofulous and Inherited Diseases of the Blood, 
Skin and Scalp, with Loss of Hair, cured by thg CuTicura 
Remeviss. Adsolutely pure and — Cuticura, the 
at Skin Cure, 50 cts.; Cuticura Soap, an exquisite 
kin Beautifier and only Medicinal Baby Soap, 25 cts., 
and Cuticura Resolvent, the new Blood Purifier, = are sold 
by druggists. Potter Drug and Chemical Co., Boston. 
Per Send for ‘*‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


CHAMPAGNES 


BoucuHe Fits & Company, 
WINE GROWERS, MAREUIL SUR-AY (Champagne). 


BRANCH HOUSES: 23 Boulevard Haussmann, Paris ; 37 Beaver Street, New York. 
Are now shipping their Cuvees of 1878 Wines, the quality of which will make them rank among the 
finest ever imported into the United States. 


MAXIMUM, Very Dry. 
NAPOLEON’S CABINET, Extra Dry. 
DRY VERZENAY. 


For SALE BY ALL THE Best WINE MERCHANTS AND GROCERS THROYQHOUT THE STATES. 











PRESS OF GILLISS BHOTHERS, 75 & 77 FULTON STREET N. yY. 





PIANOS, 


3 

ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING 
ARTISTS. 
HIGHEST AWARD CENTENNIAL 
1876. 
HIGHEST AWARD MONTREAL 
1881 and 1882. 

149 to 155 E. 14th St., N. Y, 
























COLUMBIA BICYCLE 





THE POPE MFC OC 
397 WASHN ST..BOSTON.MA 


Branch House, 12 Warren St., New York. 


WALL PAPER. 


Decorate and Beautify your 
Homes, Offices, &c. 





QUAINT, RARE AND CurRIOUS PAPERS BY 
EMINENT DECORATIVE ARTISTS. 


Close Figures given on Large Contracts. 


If you intend to sell your house, paper it, 
as it will bring from $2000 to $3000 mort 
after having been Papered. Samples and 
Book on Decorations mailed free. 
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MAKERS AND IMPORTERS, 
124 & 126 W. - Sr., (near B’way,) N. Ye 
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